"Well, the evening of the election," he went on in his slightly
\vhistling, somewhat pretentious voice, **I had twenty Academicians
here, all full of kind words. You know, they've all either got prostate
or hardened arteries and I treat them for it, most of them for nothing.
To listen to them, you'd have thought they would all have voted for
me, but some did so at the first ballot and some at the second. * Twelve
votes at the first ballot is very good indeed, you know. If it were not
for poor old Daumieres! You'll see; next time you'll go through like a
Marshal of France.' That's what they said. You can keep your stock-
ings on, my dear. All this was nine weeks ago, and 'Poor Daumi&res' is
as healthy as you or I. You must admit that the whole business was so
disingenuous as to be almost a swindle! And I'm really beginning to
wonder whether, after such a betrayal, I ought to stand again. Don't
you agree?"

Lartois placed a bright steel band round his head and adjusted a
lamp with a reflecting mirror on his forehead. The electric cord ran
down his coat and trailed on the floor behind him.

"But of course, dear Professor, you must stand again!" Isabella re-
plied automatically.

Her eyes were dark and anxious. Her breasts hung rather low, her
thighs were round and short, her navel deeply sunk in her sallow
stomach. Her whole body looked rather embarrassed to find itself
naked.

"Yes, that's what most of my friends advise me to do,*' said Lartois.
"Well, let's have a look and see what's the matter."

He lit the lamp on his forehead and Isabelle could no longer see his
face. He had become a creature from another world, from another uni-
verse, had become a strange little Cyclops disguised in a dark blue suit
with black shoes, the first and second fingers of his left hand covered
with rubber; his brain seemed to be hidden behind the monstrous
Martian eye.

"You know, you've a very pretty body, my dear girl, very pretty," he
said in his whistling voice.

Coming from behind his glaring face, the words did not sound real
The electric eye shone straight into Isabelle's, while a rubber finger
raised one of her eyelids. Then two hands began to examine her chest,
carefully, lengthily, rather too lengthily for Isabella's taste. Her dis-
comfort and anxiety increased together. Since the light had shone in
her eyes, she could no longer focus them evenly, She was impatient to
know the truth and wondered whether the whole act and its prelimi-
naries were really necessary.

"Do your breasts hurt?" the reflector asked. "No? A little, I see.
Yes, quite. Lie down here."

And the Martian indicated the examination couch. Isabelle found
herself lying on her back in a humiliating position, her head bent